EUROPE AGAIN

dawn each morning. My friends introduced me forthwith
to a luncheon of scampi, the Dublin Bay prawns or New
Orleans prawns or what you will of the Adriatic. When
they pkced their equipage at my disposal, complete with
silken canopy and gondoliers, to be paddled from church to
church and gallery to gallery, I would not have envied
Casanova himself. My first voyage, however, was to the
Piombi, that dark prison whence the great Venetian adven-
turer made his escape ; I felt that the numerous Madonnas,
and even the Colleoni statue, could wait upon this pious
pilgrimage. After dark there was music in the palace of my
host and hostess, until the hour when I was ferried to my
hotel by those two fierce Mussolini-haters, my gondoliers;
and thus it was that September, still cloudless, declined into
October beckoning me home.
As sequel to this journey, which by now had become
rather fantastic in its pleasurable nature, I could think of
nothing better to do than to travel westward by Monte
Carlo, where at the tables in the wrarmth of a Mediterranean
midnight I met an old friend, a horseman of Allenby's
campaigns, wandering from room to room with a handful
of counters. We mutually confessed that gaming bored us,
and agreed to play chess. In the early hours, therefore, we
resorted to the cafe over the way from the Casino and
demanded a board and men. The waiter consulted his
chief, who consulted the manager, who in turn consulted
one of those resplendent beings in cocked hats who represent
the law in Monaco. It was finally decided that we were
either sane or harmless, so that the board and men were
fetched from somewhere. The game, played alfresco until